
ThcTragcdic 

Zrf.Docft graunt me hedgehog, then God grauntmetoo 
Thou maieft be damned for thar wicked deed. 

Oh he was gemle,milJjand veituous. 

G/<?.The fitter forthe Kingofheauen that hath him. 

La, Heis m hcauenjwhcrethoi?(haltncucr come. 

Gio, Let him tbankc me that holpe to fend him thither. 
For he was fitter forthat place then earth. 

Z<*. And thouvnfit for any placebut hell. 

Yesonc place clfe,ifyou will heare me name it. 

La.Somt Dungeon. Gio, Your bed-chamber. 

La. Ill reft betide the chamber where thou lieft. 

G/o. So Will irMadamcjtilllliewithyou. 

Ihopcfo. 

Gio. I know fp, but gentle Ladie v^nne, 

T o leauc this kind incounter of our w its> 
v^ndfallfomcwhatintoa flower methode: 

Is not the caufer of the timc-leire deaths, 

Ofthefe PlantagcnctSjHenry and Edw'ard, 

.lisblamefull as the executioner ? 

La, Thou artthecauie,and moft accurft cfFetft. 

G'/o.Your beautie was the caufe ofthat cfFeift. 

Your beauie which did haunt mein my fleepe, 
Tovndertakethe death ofall theworld. 

So I might reft thathoure inyourlw ectcbofomc. 

La. Ifl thought thar, I tell thee homicide, 

Thcfe nailes ihould rend that beautie from their chcekes. 

Gio, Thefe eyes could neuer indureflveet beauties wrack, 
You flrouldnot blcmifli them ifl ftood by.* 
vis all the world is cheared by the Sunnej 
So I by that, it is my day, ray lifc» 

Z<*.Blackc night ouerihad tby da)r,and death thy life. 

G/o.CurCc not thy ielfefairecrcaturc,thouart both,- 

La, I would I were to be reuenged on thee. 

Gio. I t is a quarrell moft vnnaturall. 

To be reuenged on him that loueth you,. 

L*, It is a quarrell iuft and realbnable. 

To be reuenged on him tha flew my husband, 

(?/«>. He that bereft thee Lady of thy husbaneV 
Did.it toiielpe.thee to abetter husband. 



of Richard thcThird. 

La. His better doth not breath vpon the earth, 

Gio Go too.hc lines that loucs you better then he could. 
Z/t.Namchim. 6V«. Plantagenct. 

Z4. Why what was hee ? 

C/o.The fcircfame namc,but oncof better nature, 
Zrf.Whereis hee ? 

6'/<’.Heere. Sbccjpittethathim, 

Why doefl: thou fpit at mce? 

La. Would it were mortallpoy/bn forthyfakc, 

Gio, Ncucr cainepoyfon from fo flveetc a place. 
Zrf.Ncuer hungpoyfon on a fowler toadc. 

Out ofmy fight, thou tloeft infed my eyes, 

G/o.Thinc eyes fwectc Lade haue infefled mine, 

Zi». Would they were Bafiliskes toftriketbeodead. 

<?/o.I would they were, that I migiitdie at once. 

For now they kill me with a liuing death .* 

Thofe eyes of thine, from mine haue drawne fait tcares, 
Z’hamed their afpeft with ftore of childifli drops, 

1 neuer filed to friends nor cnenjie. 

My tongue could neuer Icarne fwectc foothing words. 

But now thy beautie is propofdc my fee ; 

My proud hcartfues, and prompts my tongue to fpcake. 
Teach not thy lips fuch fcorne,fot they were made 
For killing Lady,not for fuch contempt. ^ 

If thy reuengefull heart cannot fbrgiue, 

flice this fliarpe pointed fword, 

W htch if thou pleafe to hide in this true boforaci 
And let the foule forth that adoreth thee 
I laie it naked to thy deadly ilroakc : 

And humbly beg the deatl) vpon my knee. 

Nay.doc not pawfe,twas I that kildyour husband 
But twas thy beauty that prouoked me 

Nay now difpatch,twas Ithatkild king Henry, 
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